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food ? "   Whereupon the cook would replace me at the tele-
phone and receive orders !
Life ran very smoothly for a while, too srnoothly to last!
There were two elements that we could not shut out, the
north wind and idle tales! They both had a most disconcerting
power of penetration. I tried to shelter from the one and to
ignore the other, but their persistence was a perpetual irritation.
Soon it was repeated to me that—Constantinople said—(and
Constantinople was bristling with Embassies, and English
Levantines and Russian emigres, and every kind of human type
that spreads rumours and invents lies)—I was a " red agent/'
The Soviet Government had," they " said, given me the house
at Therapia rent free! The fact that I was invited to the
British Embassy made me, in the eyes of some, a British agent
as well. The word " spy " accompanied my name whenever
it was mentioned. In vain Ismet Pasha pointed out to people
that when a spy has been proclaimed a spy from the housetops,
spying (which is supposed to be a secret job) is no longer pos-
sible. I must be therefore a pretty poor spy, or more likely
not a spy at all!
One day he gave me advice. He thought that in order to
silence my calumniators, I should do well to cultivate a few
other nationals besides the Russians. " Why not some
French, Persians or Italians ? " The chance offered itself
quite unexpectedly. General Mougin, the French representative
at Angora, arrived in his sky blue uniform and gold embroidered
" kepi" with jan introductory letter from Hikmet Bey who had
once been attach^ to the Turkish Embassy in London.
Hikmet was now the head of the bureau of Foreign Affairs at
Angora, but this introduction to Mougin, far from having a
whitewashing effect, plunged me deeper into malevolent cross
currents. The French Ambassador at Constantinople and Ms
staff hated Mpugin, who, from Angora, transmitted all import-
ant business with Paris over their heads. Jealousy and bitter-
ness were rampant. The Ambassador did not bow to Mougin
when he met him in the street. It was a ridiculous diplomatic
situation. Mougin's friendship for me was a weapon in the hands
of his enemies. According to them he had allowed himself to be
ensnared in the net that the " red agent " had spread for him.

